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JOHN M. SHIVELY 
Astoria’s First Postmaster 


MEMORIES OF OLD 


k HAVE A LIST prepared by Hans Bue, our assistant postmaster and 
Astoria-raised boy, of the postmasters of Old Astoria. 


| experience a sort of a “‘puffed-up feeling’’ when | can count 
(among 22 Astoria Postmasters) 17 in any circle of associatior includ- 
ing the very first one 


Of the celebrated town characters of old Tom Ward, Pay Jy Lynch, 
Larry Sullivan, Dick Curran, Jim Turk, Mrs. Grant, Mrs. Colliris-McCor- 
mack, Albert Johnson (the waterman), and several others, not forget- 
ting Judson Cole, who had a philosophy all his own. Also Old Judge 
Milton Elliott stands out vividly in my memory. Milton Elliott was in 


some way related to the first postmaster and may be rightly called a 
public character. 


Both his stove pipe hat (more politely called in higher society, 
a silk hat) and himself, of well-developed proportion, commanded 
attention. With large white, stand-up collar, black tie, stout cane in 
his right hand, his left hand resting upon his hip, in Prince Albert 
coat wearing, most of the time, a heavy long overcoat. Slightly stoop- 
ing, he walked, trundling or waddling from his residence (the old 
post office to the business part of Astoria. This was in the 1880’s. 


His favored places to visit were the Leon Fabres, French res- 
taurant, or the more American . . . Jeff’s restaurant, Rucker’s or 
Harry Heinz’s, where the celebrated Shoalwater Bay oysters were 
featured in meals, par excellence. 


There to enjoy his oysters or favorite steak or chops, that were 
furnished by the well known butchers, Bergman & Berry (with ‘’Old 
Ike’’ as the dexterous carver) and Whyat & Thompson, later known 
as Warren & Thompson and Thompson & Ross. 


Heaped high with condiments of all sorts (served in the then 
stylish, revolving casters) with plenty of red pepper and a good quan- 
tity of world renowned Worcester sauce . . . a large white napkin 
under his chin, he would regale and enjoy himself (in solo) in a true 
Southern gentleman’s style. 


“| never noticed any ladies’ company.”’ 


At one time, he declared,: ‘/That if he knew how long he was to 
live he would divide his wealth in as many days and spend it all!’ 


This was, to my notion, a sensible philosophy, especially if one 
has no children to carry on, 

“When | met young Charles John Shiveley of Beaverton, Ore., at 
the dinner meeting Friday night, | could see old John M. Shiveley, 
the very first Astoria Postmaster, in form, countenance and action, 
reincarnated in his great grandson.” 


AUGUST HILDEBRAND. 
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